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x/j^.This fellow doth not ftand vpon points. 

Lyf, He hath rid his Prologue, 1 ike a rough Colte :h e! 
know cs not the ftoppe, A goodmoralrmyLord.lt is not 
enough to fpeake ; but to Ipcaketrue. 

Hyp, Indeed he hath plaid on this Prologue, like achild 
on a Recorder, a found; but not in gouernement, 

t he, His fpcach was like a tangled Chaine; nothiug fo. 
paired,but all difordered. Whoisnext? 

£»ftfrPyranius, <?»^Thisby,<?»d Wall,<wdMoone. 

{hine,4«dLyon. 

Pro/<^tf(f.Gentles,perchanceyou wonder at this (how, 
But,wonder on, till truthc make all things plaine. 

This man is Pyr4»«w,ifyou would knowe: 

This beautious Lady Thfbyis certaine. 

This man, with lyme and roughcaft,doth prefent 
Wall,that vile wall, which did thefelouers funder: 
And through wals chinke, poore foules,they are content 
To whifper.At the which , let no man wonder. 

This man,with lanterne, dogge,and bufh of thornc, 
Prefentethmoone-fhine.For if you will know, 

By moone-fhine did thefe louersthinke no fcornc 
To mcetc at Ninttt tombe, there, there to wooe.- 
This grizly beaftfwhich Lyon hight by name) 

The truftyT^;/Jy,commingfirft by nighr. 

Did fcarre away,or rather did affright: 

And asfhe fled,her mantle (he did fall: 

Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth didftaine, 

Anon comes Pyranws ,( weete youth, and tall. 

And Andes his trufty Thifbyes mantl e flaine: 

Whereat, with bladc,with bloody blamefull blade, 

He brauely broach t his boyling bloody bread. 

And Thifby y tarying in Mulberry (bade. 

His daggerdre we, and dyed. For all the reft. 

Let Lyon, Moone-fhine, Wall, and louers twainc, 

At large dtfcourfe,whilehere they doe remaine, ^ 


;i\iiaiommer nignresmearac. 

The, 1 wonder,ifthe Lyon be to fpeake. 

Pemct.No wonder, my Lord. One Lyon m3y, when 

ninny Adts doe. ^ 

1 Exit Lyon,Thysby,4«fMooneftiine, 

trail. In thisfamc enterlude it doth befall, 
Tfiatl,oneF/*/*(1>y name) prefenta wall: 

And fuch a wall, as I would haue you thinke 
That had in it a cranied hole or chinke: 

Through which the louers,PyramM,md Thisby, 

Did whifper often, very fecretly. 
Thislome,thisroughcaft,and this ftone doth fhowe. 

That I am that fame wall : the truth is fo. 

And this the cranie is, righ t and finifte r. 

Through which the fearefull louers are to whilper. 

The. Would you defire lime andhairc to fpeake better? 
Verne. It is the wittieft partition, thateuerl heard dif- 
courfe, my Lord. 

The.Pyramus drawes nearc the wall.-filence. 

Pj, C grim lookt nighr,o night,with huefo blacke, 

0 night, which euer arc, when day is not: 

0 night, O night, alacke, alacke, alacke, 

1 feare my This byes promifeis forgot. 

And thou 6 wall, 6 iweete, olouely wall, 
Thatftandftbetwecneberfathers ground and mine. 

Thou wall, 6 wall, O fweete and lonely wall, 

Showe mee thy chinke, to blink through,with mine cyne, 
Thankes curteous wall./j»efhield thee well,for this. 

But what fee I f No Thifby doe I fee. 

0 wicked wall, through whome I fee no blifle, 

Curft be thy llones, for thus deceiuing mee, 

"the, The wall mee thinkes, being fenfible,(hould curfc 
againe. 

iy.No,in truth Sir,he fhould not.'Vecciuing mee is 
Lbifbyescw ;(he istoenternow,andl am tofpy 
Her through the wall. You (hall fee it will fall 
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